
IN THK LAM) OF DEATH. »9

Hi 1 s

villaL^t-, drauj^nd into captivitN
. fMr( rd \^^ iii,ik.-( i.riiiaii

1m rlK ll shr at Iiislv

rut, toi^^ether with a text from tfu- Biblt^. Ami
catches one at thi lic.irt, for n is always fiiu- to

onr's lift- Oiir ic.nls ihi- iiainrs of (l.nnans and
iS v.-ars old. ly, 20, 30, 45. 51 And <\cx\\\\uu-
one scfs :

" Rnhe san/t "
. . .

" f/ier nthl in Cott
'

..." Devi Augr fern, dem l!er::en miir' . . . And
in the very heart of the place, in the nndsi i)f all the^e
(leniian dead, lie a Kretich soId;er <ind a Russian :

" Here lies the hrench soldier — " ... //ie>

ruht in Gott Je<^oi- Suvu>itne, (if/trii^tncr li . //iss.

Armee, Gef Arheits."

A frank admission. Truly we dare not think of

this poor [ei^^or Savonine, born in some kn-,sian

ill;

trenches, .md killed hv a

Loire, when- he now lies !

.\\\(\ one's mind comes l)ack to all these (iermaii

dead so arroj^aiuly laid in French soil -to this i,ui

of t'isj;hteen, this " I.andsturnier " ot litt\-one, to .ill

these men who rose at the call of their f-jiiperoi .nid

made him the gift of their life. One wo'ald wi^h to

lalute them
. . .

But all round this cemetery thrpe

lie thesr thousands of prostr.ite trees, many of wIik li

touch wi!h their disconsolate heads the white wall

behind which these dead sleep. And this Mlla<,fe,

flattened to the arth. .And these families, sav.iirdy

torn apart, carried off like cattle ; all this hapfjiness

destroyed, all these tears of blood that have fallen,

and this cry of an old woman :
" Never—no, never

shall I he able to have a lii^ht heart again." And here,

a stone's-throw from this cemetery, there is this

gardenn\hich waited only upon the Ijrealh of s[)rini^

to blossom, whose vines ar.d rose trees now lie \o\\


